Iten full on riot
This is from a story about the last man of a tribe condemned to die on a small island, employed by a whitefella who arrives weekly by helicopter for him, to prospect uranium with a Geiger counter. The Aboriginal man is dependent on the food handout, as local food sources have been contaminated by the mining. But his wife has destroyed the counter and , anyhow, there is no uranium on the island: 'There's not a single stone on the island like those of the mainland hills that the whites blasted and dragged away; every Gunavidji man could tell you that, but all of them have gone to
Bralgu and I'm the only one left.'
Sitting on a bus from tranquil rural to chilled urban Tasmania, I am reading The Track to Bralgu. Bralgu being both the word for the edible 'yams' and 'mythological island, land of the dead', according to author B. Wongar's glossary. The track, therefore, a matter of both life and death. On the back of the book a critic from the 'Spectator' promises: 'these stories are poignant, deeply committed, plangently mourning the genocide by rapacious white capitalism of a people more deeply in touch with the earth they inhabit than most of us'. On a more sombre note, Thomas Keneally also commends the short story collection as 'arresting chants', and Alan Paton admits 'these beautiful stories open up a new world for me.' These stories come from a book set, printed and bound in Great Britain.
The beauty in the stories lies in both the adversity and the sense of belonging to a community of other human beings and the greater natural world. The reality portrays these same people as the 'victims' of 'rapacious white capitalism'. It is depressing, and whilst I begin enjoying such stories I am exhausted by the reality portrayed; of incessant victimisation.
Horrible stories, I feel. An unresolved conflict that will meander on through history, until the last trickle of Aboriginal life dries up in the desert. As if the first inhabitants of this continent only ever settled remote deserts and tropics, coincidentally the leastfavoured climes for the fresh arrivals from the north. Horrible, I feel, because so often Indigenous Australia is portrayed in this light in a literature aiming to 'preserve' and 'raise awareness' of an ancient culture, but has been more effective in doing the Iten full on riot opposite by relegating the people in the stories to the shelves of history, the glass cases of museums. Horrible, I feel, but I don't know what to think. The Melbourne boys from Australia's first hip hop outfit to be signed to a US labelCurse Ov Dialect -are in Hobart. They have just toured the US, Europe and Japan.
Their music doesn't get much airplay in Australia. Drizzle becomes rain, and we are in the foyer of the Hobart Museum. It is their first trip to Tasmania. There are hundreds of glass cases.
We have enough sadness in our lives,' a Palestinian woman whispered to her husband She makes me think, this woman. I feel numb. I want to curl up. people, yes, but people of a distinct culture, language and climate zone thousands and thousands of miles away from this island. -
-----------------------------------
In the German language section of a King Street shop, I'm prospecting for rare books.
In other languages I could often find books that don't exist in English, disposed by someone who only reads English, dumped in the darkest corner. I recognize a spine as the title of a film I had once borrowed from a video store in Mexico. In German, with Spanish subtitles; the cover of the video (like this book I've just found) shows a group of Indigenous Australians dancing in front of a mound of dirt pushed up by a bulldozer.
They have stopped mining prospectors from any further digging on a sacred site. The They are Erase, Reply, Chat, Edit…I don't press Ok, take no action and save the message.
